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MADAME PERNEULE. Eh! mercy on me! things
would go oo much better if everything were
managed according to his pious directions.
DORIKE. He passes for a saint in your opinion;
but believe me, he is nothing but a hypocrite.
MADAME PERNELLE. What a tongue!
DOWNS. I should not like to trust myself with
him, nor with his man Laurent, without a good
guarantee.
MADAMS PERNEII-E* I do not know what the
aenrant may be at heart; but as fer the master, I
will vouch for him as a good man. You bear him
ill-will, and only reject him because he tells all of
you the truth. It Js against sin that his heart
waxes wroth, and his only motive is the interest
of Heaven,
DoftiNE. Ay; but why, particularly for some
time past, can he not bear any one to come to the
bouse? What is there offensive to Heaven in a
cml rail, that there must be a noise about it fit
to ifdit one's ears? Between ourselves, do you
wist a*e to explain? . - . [pointing to ELMIRE].
Upon my word, I believe him to be jealous of my
unstress.
MADAME PERNEUJE. Hold your tongue, and
Hamd what you say. It is not he only who blames
these visits. All the bustle of these people who
frequent this house, these carriages everlastingly
at the door, and the noisy crowd of so
serrants, cause a great disturbance in the